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The young clerk bowed delightedly, and, backing
towards the croton bed, listened to the further
apologies of a particularly distressed District Officer.
It was plain to him that the predicament of his master
might have been much worse. With such a fierce
pair of dogs anything was possible. If he had not
rushed in at that moment more than clothing might
have been torn. His master's blood might even then
have been dyeing that fair lawn. He raised his stick
and shook it again menacingly at the ferocious
creatures, which at once retreated up the veranda
steps, barking fearfully at him over their shoulders
after the manner of dachshunds. They had learned
their lesson! Who was that saying 'poor dog?' He
glanced upwards again, and saw two ladies in white
standing on the veranda. There had then, he told him-
self, warming, been fair witnesses of the gallant rescue.
Glowing, he took off his straw hat with a flourish.
It was a bow more to himself than to them, but they
accepted it, and acknowledged it with smiles that
plainly were as appreciative as could be.
"You come up too, Podd," cried the elder lady,
whom he recognized as Mrs Nixon.
Turning, he found that his master had taken the
arm of the District Officer and was making towards
the steps. With a thrill of pity, he noticed that the
great man was limping slightly. He ran towards him,
proffering in concern his ebony walking-stick, then
his arm.
Was he hurt? Was he bitten? Oh, no, not bitten!
Archibald was thankful to hear his master say that
in answer to the questions flung at him on reaching
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